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THE 



ODES OF HORACE. 



BOOK I. 



V- 



LIBER PRIMUS. 



CARMEN I. 

AD BLECENATEM. 

Maecenas, atavis edite regibus, 
O et presidium, et dulce decus meum ! 
Sunt quos curriculo pulverem Olympicum 
Collegisse juvat ; metaque fervidis 
Evitata rotis, palmaque nobilis 
Terrarum dominos evehit ad Deos. 

Hunc, si mobiliuni turba Quiritium 
Certat tergeminis tollere honoribus ; 
Ilium, si proprio condidit horreo 
Quicquid de Libycis verritur areis. 

Gaudentem patrios findere sarculo 



BOOK FIRST. 



ODE L 

TO MAECENAS. 

Mjscenas, from an ancient line 
Of kings deriv'd, Oh, patron mine, 
And proudest glory ! some there are 
Who joy to gather in the car 
Olympic dust 5 and whom the goal, 
Just 'scap'd as fast the hot wheels roll, 
And victory's palm-wreath, to the state 
Of gods, earth's rulers, elevate. 

This, if perchance with factious votes 
The light Quiritian mob promotes 
To threefold honours ; — that 'twill pleabe, ' 
If in his private granaries 
He hoard whatever wheaten stores 
Are swept from Libyan threshing-floors. 

A third one, whose delight is found 
In tilling his paternal ground, 

B 2 



HORATII CAEMINA. 

Agros, Attalicis conditionibus 
Nunquam dimoveas, ut trabe Cypria 
Myrtoum pavidus nauta secet mare. 

Luctantem Icariis fluctibus Africum 
Mercator metuens, otium et oppidi 
Laudat rura sui ; mox reficit rates 
Quassas, indocilis pauperiem pati. 

Est qui nee veteris pocula Massici, 
Nee partem solido demere de die 
Spernit, nunc viridi membra sub arbuto 
Stratus, nunc ad aquse lene caput sacra. 

Multos castra juvant, at lituo tub® 
Permixtus sonitus, bellaque matribus 
Detestata. Manet sub Jove frigido 
Venator, tenerae conjugis immemor ; 
Seu visa est catulis cerva fidelibus, 
Seu rupit teretes Marsus aper plagas. 



I ODES OP HORACE. 

You ne'er could tempt to change his state, 
Were Attalus's wealth the bait, 
And as a timid sailor plough 
Myrtoa's sea with Cyprian prow. 

Affrighted, when the south wind raves, 
Battling with Icarian waves, 
The merchant lauds the quiet charm ; 
And ease of his suburban farm ; 
But soon refits his shatter'd fleet, 
The chance of want untaught to meet 

There's one, who neither does disdain 
Cups of old Massicum to drain, 
Or break upon the solid day 
Whiling a part of it away ; 
'Neath the green arbutus now spread, 
Now at some sacred fountain-head. 

Camps delight many, and the sound 
Of trumps and clarions mingling round, 
And savage war, the mothers' hate. 

Regardless of his tender mate, 
Beneath the chilly atmosphere 
The hunter lies, if but a deer 
His staunch hounds sight, or madly tears 
A Marsian boar his circling snares. 
b 3 



HORATII CARMINA. 



Me doctarum hederse praemia frontium 
Dis miscent superis ; me gelidum nemus, 
Nympharumque leves cum Satyris chori, 
Secernunt populo ; si neque tibias 
Euterpe cohibet, nee Polyhymnia 
Lesboum refugit tendere barbiton. 



Quod si me lyricis vatibus inserts, 
Sublimi feriam sidera vertice. 



CARMEN H. 

AD AUGUSTUM C^ESAREM. 

Jam satis terris nivis atque dirae 
Grandinis misit Pater, et rubente 
Dextera sacras jaculatus arces 
Terruit urbem. 



ode n. ODES OF HORACE. 

Me, the ivy, fit reward 
To grace the brow of learned bard, 
Equals with the Gods above ; 
Me the cool and quiet grove, 
The nymphs' and satyrs' lightsome dance. 
From the vulgar crowd advance ; 
If Euterpe nor refuse 
To lend her pipe to aid my muse, 
Nor Polyhymnia disdain 
Her Lesbian lyre to tune again. 

But if you number me among 
The graceful bards of lyric song, 
Ennobled then to endless time, 
Til strike the stars with head sublime. 



ODE II. 

TO AUGUSTUS C^ESAB. 

Now Jove enough upon the land 
Of snow and direful hail hath sent, 

And, thundering with his red right hand 

Against the sacred battlement, 

The city hath alarm'd. 
b 4 



HORATII CARMINA. lib. r. 

Terruit gentes, grave ne rediret 
Sseculum Pyrrhae, nova monstra quest®, 
Omne cum Proteus pecus egit altos 
Visere montes. 

Piscium et summa genus haesit ulmo, 
Nota quae sedes fuerat columbis, 
Et superjecto pavidse natarunt 
jEquore damae. 

Vidimus flavum Tiberim, retortis 
Littore Etrusco violenter undis, 
Ire deject um monumenta regis, 
Templaque Vestae. 

Hia3 dum se nimium querenti 
Jactat ultorem, vagus et sinistra 
Labitur ripa, Jove non probante, 
Uxorius amnis. 



n. ODES OF HORACE. 

Alarm'd hath he the nations, lest 
Pyrrha's sad age should come again, 

By prodigies so strange distrest ; 
When Proteus drove his ocean-train 
The lofty hills to view. 

When to the topmost elm-bough clove 
The finny tribe, which erst had been 

The well-known dwelling of the dove ; 
And timid deer were swimming seen 
In the o'erwhelming flood. 

The yellow Tiber we beheld, 

Its waves with violence again 
From the Etruscan shore repell'd, 

Rush to demolish Vesta's fane 

And Numa's monuments. 

While of his Ilia's plaintive woes 

The too uxorious river prides 
Himself th' avenger, and o'erflows 

His left bank as he wandering glides, 

Though unapprov'd by Jove. 



10 HORATII CARMINA. 

Audiet cives acuisse ferrum, 
Quo graves Persae melius perirent ; 
Audiet pugnas vitio parentum 
Kara juventus. 

Quern vocet Divum populus ruentis 
Imperi rebus ? prece qua fatigent 
Virgines sanctae minus audientem 

Carmina Vestam. 

Cui dabit partes scelus expiandi 
Jupiter ? Tandem venias, precamur, 
Nube candentes humeros amictus 
Augur Apollo. 

Sive tu mavis, Erycina ridens, 
Quam Jocus circumvolat et Cupido : 
Sive neglectum genus et nepotes 
Respicis, auctor, 



II. ODES OF HORACE. 11 

Less numerous by their fathers' guilt, 
Our youth shall hear of Roman swords 

'Gainst Romans whetted, which had spilt 
Better the blood of Persian hordes ; 

Of battles shall they hear. 

What God to save the state's affairs 
From ruin shall the people press ? 

The sacred virgins with what prayers 
Outweary Vesta, less and less . 

Attentive to their hymns ? 

Such guilt as ours to expiate 

To whom has Jove the task assign'd ? 

Oh ! come at length, we supplicate, 
Thy radiant shoulders cloud-enshrin'd, 
Prophet Apollo, come. 

Or, laughing Erycina, here, 

K thou wouldst rather, turn thy face, 

Whom Mirth and Cupid hover near : 
Or thou, our founder, if thy race 

And thy neglected sons 



12 HORATII CARMINA. 

Heu, nimis longo satiate ludo ! 
Quern juvat clamor, galeaeque leves, 
Acer et Mauri peditis cruentum 
Vultus in hostem. 

Sive, mutata juvenem figura 
Ales in terris imitaris, almae 
Filius Maiae, patiens vocari 
Caesaris ultor. 

Serus in coelum redeas, diuque 
Laetus intersis populo Quirini, 
Neve te nostris vitiis iniquum 
Ocior aura 

Tollat : hie magnos potius triumphos, 
Hie ames dici Pater atque Princeps ; 
Neu sinas Medos equitare inultos, 
Te duce, Caesar. 
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Thou still regardest ; now, alas ! 

Glutted with thy too lengthen'd sport ! 
Whom noise delights, and helms of brass, 

And 'gainst the foe the threatening port 
Of Maurish infantry. 

Or whether, having chang'd thy state, 

Propitious Maia's winged son, 
Thou here a youth wilt personate, 

Of Caesar the avenging one 

Submitting to be call'd. 

Late unto heaven mayst thou repair, 

And with Quirinus' people stay 
Long pleas'd ; and may no fatal air 

Too quickly hurry thee away, 

Offended at our crimes. 

Here splendid triumphs rather lead, 
Here names of Prince and Father love ; 

Nor longer let th* exulting Mede 
Across our bounds unpunish'd rove, 
Our general, Caesar, thou. 



14 HORATII CABMINA. Ufi. i. 



CARMEN m. 

AD NAVEM VIRGILIUM ATHENAS VEHENTEM. 

Sic te Diva potens Cypri, 

Sic fratres Helenae, lucida sidera, 
Ventorumque regat Pater, 

Obstrictis aliis praeter Iapyga, 
Navis, quae tibi creditum 

Debes Virgilium finibus Atticis, 
Keddas incolumem, precor, 

Et serves animse dimidium meae. 



Uli robur et aes triplex 

Circa pectus erat, qui fragilem truci 
Commisit pelago ratem 

Primus, nee timuit praecipitem Africum 
Decertantem Aquilonibus, 

Nee tristes Hyades, nee rabiem Noti, 
Quo non arbiter Adriae 

Major, tollere seu ponere vult freta. 



ODZ m. ODES OF HORACE* 1 5 



ode m. 

TO THE SHIP IN WHICH VIRGIL WAS ABOUT TO 
SAIL TO ATHENS. 

So may the Goddess great of Cyprus' isle, 

So Helen's brothers, constellations shining, 
So may the Father of the winds, the while, 

Saving Iapyx, all the rest confining, 
Guide thee, oh ship ! embounden to restore 

My Virgil now confided to thee whole ; 
Safe render him, I pray, to Athens' shore, 

And thus the half preserve me of my soul. 

Around his breast there must have been a mail 

Of oak and triple brass, who trusted first 
To the relentless sea his vessel frail ; 

Nor dreaded he the Afric's headlong burst, 
Warring for mastery with the northern winds ; 

Nor the sad Hyades, nor Notus* rage, 
Than whom no mightier power the Adrian finds 

Its waves at will to ruffle or assuage. 
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Quern mortis timuit gradum, 

Qui siccis oculis monstra natantia, 
Qui vidit mare turgidum, et 

Infames scopulos, Acroceraunia ? 
Nequidquam Deus abscidit 

Prudens Oceano dissociabili 
Terras, si tamen impiae 

Non tangenda rates transiliunt vada. 



Audax omnia perpeti 

Gens humana ruit per vetitum nefas : 
Audax Iapeti genus 

Ignem fraude mala gentibus intulit. 
Post ignem aetheria domo 

Subductum, macies et nova febrium 
Terris incubuit cohors ; 

Semotique prius tarda necessitas 



Lethi corripuit gradum. 

Expertus vacuum Daedalus aera 
Pennis non homini datis : 

Perrupit Acheronta Herculeus labor. 
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What form of death could him appal, who view'd 

With eye undimm'd the monsters of the deep, 
The sea tempestuous, and thy rocks so rude, 

Acroceraunia, ill-omen'd steep ? 
The prudent God has sever'd all in vain 

The lands by ocean interposing wide, 
If vessels still, with impious disdain, 

Bound o'er the waters meant not to be tried. 



Presumptuous enough all risks to run, 

Mankind through crimes forbidden rush unaw'd ; 
Presumptuous, too, Iapetus's son 

Brought fire on earth by his unhappy fraud. 
And when the fire was thus by stealth conveyed 

From the aetherial dome, a novel corps 
Of fevers with consumption earth o'erlaid ; 

And death's stern certainty, remote before, 



Accelerated then its gradual pace. 

Daedalus too essay'd, on wings to none 
Of human kind allow'd, the realms of space : 

Herculean labour burst through Acheron, 



18 HOEATII CARMINA. lib. I. 

Nil mortalibus arduum est ; 

Coelum ipsum petimus stultitia ; neque 
Per nostrum patimur scelus 

Iracunda Jovem ponere fulmina. 



CARMEN IV. 

AD SESTTUM. 



Solvttub acris hyems grata vice veris et Favon!, 

Trahuntque siccas machin® carinas. 
Ac neque jam stabulis gaudet pecus, aut arator igni ; 

Nee prata canis albicant pruinis. 



Jam Cytherea choros ducit Venus, imminente Luna : 
Junctaeque Nymphis Gratis decentes 
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There's nought too arduous for man to prove ; 

E'en heaven itself we aim at in our pride ; 
Nor through our madness do we suffer Jove 

To lay his vengeful thunderbolts aside. 



ODE IV. 

TO SESTIUS. 

Stern winter is relax'd once more 

By the pleasant change of spring, 
And soft Favonius ; while from shore 

Machines the land-dried vessels bring. 
And now no more the flocks delight 

In stalls, or ploughmen in the hearth ; 
Nor longer now is growing white 

With hoary frost the opening earth. 

^Nbw Cytherean Venus leads 

Beneath th' impending moon the dance : 
And the fair Graces o'er the meads, 

Mingling with the Nymphs, advance, 

c 2 
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Alterno terram quatiunt pede; dum graves Cyclopum 
Yulcanus ardens urit officinas. 



Nunc decet aut viridi nitidum caput impedire myrto, 
Aut flore, terrae quern ferunt solutae. 

Nunc et in umbrosis Fauno decet immolare lucis, 
Seu poscat agna, sive malit haedo. 



^Pallida Mors aequo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas, 

Regumque turres. O beate Sesti, 
Vitae summa brevis spem nos vetat inchoare longam. 

Jam te premet nox, fabulaeque Manes, 
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And hand in hand alternate urge 

With lightsome foot the yielding ground,; 

While the Cyclops' heavy forge 
Glowing Vulcan flames around. 

'Tis fitting now the shining head 

To bind again with myrtle green ; 
Or flowers that from earth's loosen'd bed, 

Springing earliest, are seen. 
'Tis fitting now to sacrifice 

To Faunus in the leafy grove ; 
Whether a lamb may best suffice, 

Or he a kid would more approve. 

At the poor man's lowly hut. 

And the lofty towering seats 
Of potentates, with equal foot, 

Pallid Death impartial beats. 
Oh ! happy Sestius, the span 

Of life, too short, forbids us quite 
Remote expectancies to plan : 

Thee soon shall fabled Ghosts, and night, 

c 3 



22 HOBATII CARMINA. 



Et domus exilis Plutonia : quo simul mearis, 

Nee regna vini sortiere talis ; 
Nee tenerum Lycidan mirabere, quo calet juventus 

Nunc omnis, et mox virgines tepebunt. 



CARMEN V. 

AD PTRRHAM. 

Quis multa gracilis te puer in rosa 
Perfusus liquidis urguet odoribus 
Grato, Pyrrha, sub antro ? 
Cui flavam religas comam 
Simplex munditiis ? 
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And Pluto's shadowy mansion hide : 

Where, once attain'd that dreary goal, 
No more by dice shalt thou decide 

The sovereignty of the bowl ; 
Nor tender Lycidas admire, 

For whom each youth is raging now, 
And for whom with warm desire 

Soon each virgin-breast will glow. 



ODE V. 

TO PTBRHA. 

JPyrrha, what slender youth, bedewM 
With liquid odours, courts thee now, 

In yonder pleasant grotto, strew'd 

With many a rose ? For whom dost thou 

In braids thine amber tresses rein, 

So elegant, yet simply plain? 
c 4 



24 HORATII CARMINA. lib. 1. 

Heu, quoties fidem 
Mutatosque Deos flebit, et aspera 
Nigris aequora ventis 
Emirabitur insolens, 
Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea ; 

Qui semper vacuam, semper amabilem 
Sperat, nescius auras 
Fallacis. Miseri quibus 
Intentata nites ! 



Me tabula sacer 
Votiva paries indicat uvida 
Suspendisse potenti 
Yestimenta maris Deo. 
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How oft, alas ! thy perfidy, 

And the chang'd Gods, will he deplore, 
And stand amaz'd, unus'd to see 

The waves by tempests roughen'd o'er, 
Who, fondly trusting to thy vow, 
Enjoy eth thee, all golden now ; 

Who hopes thee ever his alone, 

Thee ever amiable to find ! 
Alas ! how little has he known 

The varying of the fickle wind ! 
How hapless is the lot they share 
To whom untried thou seem'st so fair ! 



Against the sacred wall on high 

My votive tablet duly set, 
Proclaims to all that even I 

Have erst my vestments dank and wet 
Suspended to the deity 
Who rules omnipotent the sea. 



HORATII CARMINA. 



CARMEN VI 

AD AGRIPPAM. 



Scbiberis Vario fortis et hostium 
Victor, Maeonii carminis aliti, 
Quam rem cunque ferox navibus aut equis 
Miles, te duce, gesserit. 

Nos, Agrippa, neque haec dicere, nee gravem 
Pelidae stomachum cedere nescii, 
Nee cursus duplicis per mare Ulyssei, 
Nee saevam Pelopis domum 

Conamur, tenues grandia : dum pudor 
Imbellisque lyrae Musa potens vetat 
Laudes egregii Caesaris et tuas 
Culpa deterere ingeni. 
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ODE VI. 

TO AGRIPPA. 

Desceib'd shalt thou by Varius be, 

High soaring on Maeonian wing, 
As brave, and o'er the enemy 

Victorious ; he best can sing 
Whate'er thy warriors, under thee, 
Have bravely done by land or sea. 

For we to tell of things like these, 

Agrippa, or the stubborn wrath 
Of Peleus' son, or o'er the seas 

The crafty-soul'd Ulysses' path, 
Or Pelops' cruel family, 
Dare not attempt : the themes so high, 

Our power so weak ; while diffidence, 
And the sweet Muse that loves to sway 

The peaceful lyre without pretence, 
Forbid me sully with a lay 

Of faulty genius, such as mine, 

Illustrious Caesar's praise, or thine. 



28 HORATII CARMINA. 

Quis Martem tunica tectum adamantina 
Digne scripserit ? aut pulvere Troio 
Nigrum Merionen ? aut ope Palladis 
Tydiden superis parem ? 



Nos convivia, nos proelia virginum 

Sectis in juvenes unguibus acrium 

Cantamus, vacui, sive quid urimur, 

Non praeter solitum leves. 



CARMEN VIL 

AD MUNATIUM PLAKCUM. 

Laudabunt alii claram Rhodon, aut Mitylenen, 

Aut Epheson, bimarisve Corinthi 
Moenia, vel Baccho Thebas, vel Apolline Delphos 
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Who worthily of Mars shall write 

In adamantine tunic bound ? 
Who shall Merion's fame recite, 

Thickly with Trojan dust embrown'd ? 
Or Tydeus' son, by Pallas' aid, 
A match for the immortals made ? 

We, whether fir'd with love, or free, 

As ever is our wonted way, 
Delight to sing with levity 

Of banquets, and the virgin fray, 
In which the anger'd fair assails 
Too forward youth with sharpen'd nails. 



ODE vn. 

TO MUNATIUS PLANCUS. 

Some may fam'd Rhodes or Mitylene please, 

Or Ephesus, to celebrate ; 
Or Corinth, with its walls between two seas, 

Or Thebes by Bacchus render'd great, 
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Insignes, aut Thessala Tempe. 
Sunt quibus unum opus est, intactae Palladis urbem 

Carmine perpetuo celebrare, et 
Undique decerptae frondi praeponere olivam. 

Plurimus, in Junonis honorem, 
Aptum dicit equis Argos, ditesque Mycenas. 

Me nee tarn patiens Lacedaemon, 
Nee tarn Larissae percussit campus opimse, 

Quam domus Albuneae resonantis, 
Et praeceps Anio, et Tiburni lucus, et uda 

Mobilibus pomaria rivis. 
Albus ut obscuro deterget nubila coelo 

Saepe Notus, neque parturit imbres 
Perpetuos : sic tu sapiens finire memento 

Tristitiam vitaeque labores 
Molli, Plance, mero ; seu te fulgentia signis 

Castra tenent, seu densa tenebit 
Tiburis umbra tui. Teucer Salamina patremque 

Cum fugeret, tamen uda Lyaeo 
Tempora populea fertur vinxisse corona, 

Sic tristes affatus amicos : 
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Or Delphi by Apollo, or thy vale, 

Thessalian Tempe. Some there are 
In endless verse chaste Pallas' city hail, 

Their sole employment, and prefer 
The olive to all leaves where'er they spring. 

Many of Argos fam'd for steeds, 
And rich Mycenae, Juno honouring, sing. 

But nor Larissa's fertile meads, 
Nor patient Lacedaemon struck me so, 

As did thine echoing retreat, 
Albunea, and the headlong Anio, 
And old Tiburnus' shady seat, 
'Mid sylvan groves, and orchards passing fair, 

Water'd by ever ductile streams. 
As oft the white south-wind the darken'd air 

Of vapour clears, nor alway teems 
With showers; so, Plancus, mind life's care and 
pains 
Wisely to end with mellow wine ; 
Whether the camp, gay-banner'd, thee detains, 

Or haply the dense shade of thine 
Own Tibur. From his sire when Teucer fled, 

And Salamis, yet still he drest 
Bis wine-moist brow with poplar wreaths 'tis said, 
And thus harangu'd his friends distrest : 



32 HORATII CARMINA. 



" Quo nos cunque feret melior Fortuna parente, 

" Ibimus, o socii comitesque. 
" Nil desperandum Teucro duce, et auspice Teucro 

" Certus enim promisit Apollo 
" Ambiguam tellure nova Salamina futuram. 

" O fortes, pejoraque passi 
" Mecum saepe viri, nunc vino pellite curas : 

" Cras ingens iterabimus aequor." 



CABMEN VHL 



AD LTDIAM. 



Lydia, die, per omnes 

Te Deos oro, Sybarin cur properas amando 
Perdere ? cur apricum 

Oderit campum, patiens pulveris atque solis ? 
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" Comrades and followers, well go where'er 

" Fate, kinder than a sire, decides ; 
" *Neath Teucer's auspices let none despair, 

" Let none despair while Teucer guides. 
" For me Apollo, ever answering true, 

" Hath promis'd there shall spring to fame 
" Another Salamis in countries new, 

" Making ambiguous the name. 
" O valiant men, who oft with me have borne 

" Worse things than these, now gaily steep 
" All sorrow in the bowl ; at early morn 

" Well try again the vasty deep." 



ode vin. 

TO LYDIA. 

Oh ! tell me, Lydia, by all 
The Gods above on thee I call, 
Why Sybaris, with amorous wooing, 
You hasten thus to his undoing ? 
Why hates he now the sultry plain 
Who dust and sun could once sustain ? 

D 
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Cur neque militaris 

Inter aequales equitat, Gallica nee lupatis 
Temperat ora fraenis ? 

Cur timet flavum Tiberim tangere ? cur olivum 
Sanguine viperino 

Cautius vitat ? neque jam livida gestat armis 
Brachia, saepe disco, 

Saepe trans finem jaculo nobilis expedito ? 
Quid latet, ut marinas 

Filium dicunt Thetidis sub lacrymosa Trojae 
Funera ; ne virilis 

Cultus in caedem, et Lycias proriperet catervas ? 



CARMEN IX. 

AD THALIARCHUM. 

Vides, ut alta stet nive candidum 
Soracte, nee jam sustineant onus 
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Why now no more in martial pride 
Does he among his equals ride ? 
Nor with the sharply bitted rein 
His Gallic courser's mouth restrain ? 
Why dreads he yellow Tiber ? why 
Of oil, than viper's blood, more shy ? 
Why on those arms no more are found 
Dark livid marks, beyond the bound 
Who oft the discus, oft the dart 
Could hurl, the deftest in the art ? 
Why lies he hid, as once 'twas done, 
They say, by sea-born Thetis' son, 
Just ere the mournful end of Troy, 
For fear a manly dress the boy 
Should into dangerous slaughter drive, 
Or tempt with Lycian bands to strive ? 



ODE IX. 

TO THALIARCHUS. 

See, how old Soracte's height 
Stands with snowy mantle white, 
D 2 
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Silvae laborantes, geluque 
Flumina constiterint acuto. 



Dissolve frigus, ligna super foco 
Large reponens : atque benignius 
Deprome quadrimum Sabina, 
O Thaliarche, merum diota. 



Permitte Divis caetera : qui simul 
Stravere ventos aequore fervido 
Deproeliantes ; nee cupressi, 
Nee veteres agitantur orni. 



Quid sit futurum eras, fuge quaerere ; et 
Quern sors dierum cunque dabit, lucro 
Appone : nee dulces amores 
Sperne, puer, neque tu choreas, 
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How the forest's labouring bough 
Scarce sustains its burden now, 
And the river's flow is lost, 
Stiffen'd with the icy frost. » 

Dissolve the cold ; upon the fire 
Pile the ample faggot higher : 
And in thy two-ear'd Sabine bowl, 
O Thaliarch, with liberal soul, 
From thy cellars draw profuse 
The four-year-old's emmellow'd juice. 

Leave unto the Gods the rest : 
They, as soon as their behest 
Has lull'd the tempest winds to sleep, 
Struggling with the boiling deep ; 
Nor aged ash nor cypresses 
Are longer shaken by the breeze. 

What to-morrow may transpire, 
Seek, oh ! seek not to inquire ; 
Every day that we obtain 
From Fortune, set it down as gain ; 
Nor, my boy, disdain to prove 
The joys of dancing, or of love, 
D 3 
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Donee virenti canities abest 
Morosa. Nunc et campus, et areas, 
Lenesque sub noctem susurri 
Composita repetantur hora. 



Nunc et latentis proditor intimo 
Gratus puellae risus ab angulo, 
Pignusque dereptum lacertis, 
Aut digito male pertinaci. 



CARMEN X. 

HYMNUS AD MERCUKIUM. 

MERCURi facunde, nepos Atlantis, 
Qui feros cultus hominum recentum 
Voce formasti catus, et decorae 
More palaestrae. 
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While old age, morose and gray, 
Keeps from thy green youth away. 
Now oft and oft frequent again 
The public walks, the Martial plain, 
And whisper'd vows at night repeat, 
When at the chosen hour you meet. 

And let there oft repeated be 

The giggling laugh of maiden glee, 

Betraying where the damsel lies 

In yonder nook, while love's sweet prize 

Is from her arm or finger reft, 

Which ill resents the wish'd-for theft. 



ODE X. 

HYMN TO MERCURY. 

Hail ! Mercury the eloquent, 
Atlas' grandson, who the bent 
Of early man's uncultur'd mind 
Hast wisely form'd to ways refin'd, 
By language, and the graceful art 
Palsestric institutes impart. 
d 4 
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Te canam, magni Jovis et Deorum 
Nuncium, curvaeque lyrae parentem ; 
Callidum quidquid placuit jocoso 
Condere furto. 



Te, boves olim nisi reddidisses 
Per dolum amotas, puerum minaci 
Voce dum terret, viduus pharetra 
Eisit Apollo. 



Quin et Atridas, duce te, superbos, 
Hio dives Priamus relicto, 
Thessalosque ignes, et iniqua TrojaB 
Castra fefellit. 



Tu pias laetis animas reponis 
Sedibus, virgaque levem coerces 
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Thee shall my song, great Messenger 
Of Jove and all the Gods, prefer ; 
Thy praises shall my Muse inspire, 
Parent of the bending lyre ; 
Thine ingenious to conceal 
Whate'er in frolic theft you steal. 

When Phoebus once with angry mien 
Thee, but a boy, was threat'ning seen, 
Unless you did his kine restore, 
By artifice remov'd before, 
The God could not forbear to smile, 
Finding his quiver gone the while. 

From Troy with gifts when Priam went, 
'Twas also by thy guidance lent, 
That he proud Atreus* sons deceiv'd ; 
And thus was able, unperceiv'd, 
Thessalia's beacon-lights to shun, 
And camps adverse to Hion. 

You repose the pious souls 
Of mortal men in blissful goals ; 
You with gold caducean wand * 
In order keep the airy band : 
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Aurea turbam, superis Deorum 
Gratus et imis. 



CARMEN XL 

AD LEUCONOJSN. 

Tu ne quaesieris (scire nefas) quern mihi, quern tibi, 
Finem Di dederint, Leuconoe ; 



nee Babylonios 
Tentaris numeros ; ut melius, quidquid erit, pati ! 



Seu plures hyemes, seu tribuit Jupiter ultimam, 
Quae nunc oppositis debilitat pumicibus mare 
Tyrrhenum. 
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And thus for ever grateful prove 
To Gods below and Gods above. 



ODE XI. 

TO LEUCONOE. 

Leuconoe, seek not ('tis vain) 
The number of moments to know, 

That the Gods in their bounty may deign 
On thee, or on me, to bestow. 

Nor try ('tis an impious care) 

Babylonian numbers at all ; 
How much better with patience to bear, 

Whatever may chance to befal ! 

Whether Jove will indulge us with more, 
Or this our last winter shall be, 

Which now on the opposite shore 
Breaks up the Tyrrhenian sea. 
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Sapias, vina liques, et spatio brevi 
Spem longam reseces. 



Dum loquimur, fugerit invida 
^tas : carpe diem, quam minimum credula postero. 



CARMEN Xn. 



AD AUGUSTUM. 



Quem virum, aut heroa, lyra vel acri 
Tibia sumes celebrare, Clio ? 
Quem Deum ? Cujus recinet jocosa 

Nomen imago, 
Aut in umbrosis Heliconis oris, 
Aut super Pindo, gelidove in Haemo ? 
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Then be wise, and to pleasure give scope ; 

Come, pour out the well-filter'd wine, 
And the lengthen'd engagements of hope 

To a narrower limit confine. 

Even now, while we're talking away, 
Old age has in envy been flying : 

Then seize, dearest girl, on to-day, 
Not the least on to-morrow relying. 



ODE XII. 



TO AUGUSTUS. 



Clio, what man, what hero great, 

On shrilly pipe or lyre, 
Say, wilt thou choose to celebrate ? 

What God shall thee inspire ? 
Whose name shall sportive echo now 
In Helicon's o'ershaded brow, 
Or on old Pindus' highest seat, 
Or Haemus, ever cool, repeat ? 
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Unde vocalem temere insecutae 

Orphea silvae, 
Arte materna rapidos morantem 
Fluminum lapsus, celeresque ventos, 
Blandum et auritas fidibus canoris 

Ducere quercus. 



Quid prius dicam solitis Parentis 
Laudibus : qui res hominum ac Deorum, 
Qui mare et terras, variisque mundum 

Temperat horis ? 
Unde nil majus generatur ipso ; 
Nee viget quidquam simile, aut secundum : 
Proximos illi tamen occupavit 

Pallas honores. 
Proeliis audax neque te silebo, 
Liber, et saevis inimica virgb 
Belluis ; nee te, metuende certa, 

Phoebe, sagitta. 



Dicam et Alciden, puerosque Ledae ; 
Hunc equis, ilium superare pugnis 
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From whence the woods, in wild array, 

Follow'd sweet Orpheus' tuneful sway, 

Who by maternal art could bind 

The rapid stream, and fleetest wind, 
And such the blandishment of his sweet song 
The listening oaks were led entranc'd by him along. 

Before the wonted praise of Jove 
What theme shall animate my pen : 

Who governs with paternal love 
The whole affairs of Gods and men, 

Who sea and earth, the world's wide range, 

Kules with the seasons' grateful change? 

Whence nothing greater springs ; nor aught 

Is like, or second to him brought : 

Yet still Minerva did acquire 

The honours nearest to her sire. 

Nor, Liber, thee, in battle bold, 

Will I in silence pass untold ; 
Nor thee, O Virgin, of wild beasts the foe ; 
Nor thee, O Phoebus, fear'd for thine unerring bow. 

Of thee, Alcides, too I'll write, 

And Leda's offspring greet with song ; 

This fam'd in pugilistic fight, 
And that in the equestrian throng ; 
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Nobilem : quorum simul alba nautis 

Stella refulsit, 
Defluit saxis agitatus humor ; 
Concidunt venti, fugiuntque nubes : 
Et minax (quod sic voluere) ponto 

Unda recumbit. 
Romulum post hos prius, an quietum 
Pompili regnum memorem, an superbos 
Tarquini fasces, dubito, an Catonis 

Nubile lethum. 



Regulum, et Scauros, animseque magnse 
Prodigum Paulum, superante Poeno, 
Gratus insigni referam Camena, 

Fabriciumque. 
Hunc, et incomtis Curium capillis, 
Utilem bello tulit, et Camillum, 
Saeva paupertas et avitus apto 

Cum Lare fundus. 
Crescit, occulto velut arbor sevo, 
Fama Marcelli : micat inter omnes 
Julium sidus, velut inter ignes 

Luna mi n ores. 
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Whose star, whene'er it chance to shine 

On sailors with its ray benign, 

Falls from the rocks the foaming spray ; 

The winds subside, the clouds away 

Disperse : the threat'ning waves lie still 

On ocean at the brothers' will. 

I doubt who next shall notice gain ; 

Romulus, or the peaceful reign 
Of Numa, or the proudly trophied state 
Of Tarquin, or stern Cato's ever-glorious fate. 

High shall my grateful Muse enrol 

Regulus, and the Scaurian name ; 
And Paulus, of his mighty soul 

Lavish, when Carthage overcame ; 
And fam'd shall be Fabricius there, 
And Curius with his uncomb'd hair, 
Whom, with Camillus, means but scant, 
Lares just suited to their want, 
And small hereditary farms 
Train'd usefully for war's alarms. 
As imperceptibly the trees, 
So does Marcellus' fame increase : 
But 'midst them all the Julian star is bright, 
As 'mong the lesser orbs the moon's excelling light. 
B 
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Gentis humanse pater atque custos, 
Orte Saturno, tibi cura magni 
Csesaris fatis data ; tu secundo 

Caesare regnes. 
Die seu Parthos Latio imminentes 
Egerit justo domitos triumpho, 
Sive subjectos Orientis orae 

Seras et Indos ; 
Te minor latum reget aequus orbem : 
Tu gravi curru quaties Olympum ; 
Tu parum castis inimica mittes 

Fulmina lucis. 



CARMEN XHL 



AD LYDIAM. 



Cum tu, Lydia, Telephi 

Cervicem roseam, et cerea Telephi 
Laudas brachia, vae ! meum 
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Son of Saturn, author thou, 

And saviour too of all mankind, 
The safety of our Caesar now 

To thee is by the Fates consign'd ; 
Thine empire here supreme shall be, 
And Caesar second but to thee. 
Whether in triumph he o'ercome 
The Parthians threat'ning Latium, 
Or on the Eastern shores subdue 
The Seres, and the Indians too ; 
He the wide world with equity 
Shall rule, inferior but to thee : 
Thou shalt with thundering car Olympus shake ; 
While with thy hostile bolts the groves unholy quake. 



ODE xin. 



TO LYDIA. 



When Telephus's rosy neck, 
And Telephus's waxen arms, 

Lydia, thy praises deck 

With go many fancied charms ; 
£ 2 
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Fervens difficili bile tumet jecur. 



Tunc nee mens mihi, nee color 
Certa sede manet ; humor et in genas 

Furtim labitur, arguens 

Quam lentis penitus macerer ignibus. 



Uror, seu tibi candidos 

Turparunt humeros immodicse mero 
Rixge ; sive puer furens 

Impressit memorem dente labris notam. 



Non, si me satis audias, 

Speres perpetuum, dulcia barbare 
Laedentem oscula, qu® Venus 

Quinta parte sui nectaris imbuit. 
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My boiling liver 'gins to swell 
With choler irrepressible. 

To leave me then my senses seem ; 

My colour keeps no certain place, 
And all involuntary stream 

The tears in currents down my face, 
Betraying how within I'm doom'd 
With lingering fires to be consum'd. 

I burn, if when in shameless broil 

The drunken revellers engage, 
Your snowy shoulders they should soil ; 

I born, if in his amorous rage 
Your honied lips the furious youth 
Print with his passion-marking tooth. 

Hope not, if still you list to me, 
He will be ever constant found, 

Who now with such barbarity 

Those dulcet kisses dares to wound, 

Kisses Venus's self hath woo'd, 

And with her nectar's fifth imbu'd. 
E 3 
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Felices ter et amplius, 

Quos irrupta tenet copula ; nee malis 
Divulsus querimoniis, 

Suprema citius solvet amor die. 



CARMEN XIV. 



AD REMPUBLICAM. 



O navis, referent in mare te novi 
Fluctus ? O quid agis ? fortiter occupa 

Portum. Nonne vides, ut 
Nudum remigio latus, 
Et malus celeri saucius Africo, 
Antennaeque gemant ; ac sine funibus 

Vix durare carinae 
Possint imperiosius 
^quor ? Non tibi sunt integra lintea ; 
Non Di, quos iterum pressa voces malo : 
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Thrice blest are they, and more than blest, 

Whom an indissoluble tie 
Once and for ever has possest ; 

Whose love, untorn by jealousy 
And evil bickering, nought but fate 
With its last day shall separate. 



ODE XIV. 

TO THE REPUBLIC. 

O ship, shall fresh'ning billows thee 
Force back again, alas ! to sea ? 
Oh ! whither dost thou urge thy way ? 
Bravely, wisely, seize the bay. 
Seest thou not thy naked side 
All oarless on the waters ride; 
Thy masts, by Afric stricken, reel ; 
Thy mainyards groan ; thy very keel 
Without a cable, scarce can brave 
The increasing fury of the wave ? 
Bent are thy sails ; no Gods remain 
In peril to invoke again. 
e 4 
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Quamvis Pontica pinus, 
Silvae filia nobilis, 
Jactes et genus, et nomen inutile : 
Nil pictis timidus navita puppibus 
Fidit. Tu, nisi ventis 
Debes ludibrium, cave. 

Nuper sollicitum quae mihi taedium, 
Nunc desiderium, curaque non levis, 
Interfusa nitentes 

Vites aequora Cycladas. 



CARMEN XV. 

VATICINIUM NEREI DE RU1NA TBOJjE. 

Pastor cum traheret per freta navibus 
Idaeis Helenam perfidus hospitam ; 
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What though, a Pontic pine, thy race 
Thou canst from lofty lineage trace ; 
And, a proud forest's daughter, claim 
A long-deriv'd, though useless, name : 
The timid sailor can discern 
No safety in thy painted stern. 
Beware, lest thou become at last 
The very puppet of the blast. 

Oh ! thou, who late didst cause to me 
Such wearying anxiety, 
But now a source of love alone 
And deep solicitude art grown, 
Mayst thou avoid the rocky seas 
That gird the shining Cyclades ! 



ODE XV. 

NEREUS's PROPHECY OP THE DESTRUCTION OF "TROT. 

"When the perfidious shepherd o'er 
The seas his hostess Helen bore 
In Ida's ships along ; 
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Ingrato celeres obruit otio 

Ventos, ut caneret fera 
Nereus fata. 

" Mala ducis avi domum, 
" Quam multo repetet Graecia milite, 
" Conjurata tuas rumpere nuptias, 
" Et regnum Priami vetus. 

" Eheu ! quantus equis, quantus adest viris 
" Sudor ! quanta moves funera Dardanae 
" Genti ! Jam galeam Pallas et aegida 
" Currusque et rabiem parat. 



" Nequidquam, Veneris praesidio ferox, 
" Pectes caesariem, grataque foeminis 
" Imbelli cithara carmina divides ; 
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Nereus the rapid winds controlTd 
In tedious calms, while thus he told 
Their fates in direful song. 

" With evil auspices away 

" That woman dost thou home convey, 

" Whom Greece shall back again, 
" With mighty armaments demand, 
" Sworn to dissolve thy nuptial band, 

" And Priam's ancient reign. 

" What sweat for man, what sweat for horse 
" Appears ! alas ! how many a corse 

" For Troy dost thou presage ! 
" Pallas e'en now her helmet wears, 
" E'en now her aegis she prepares, 

" Her chariot and her rage. 

" In vain, embolden'd by the vow 
" Of Venus' patronage, shalt thou 

" Those flowing ringlets part, 
" And chant on the unmanly lute 
" Songs such as only women suit ; 

" In vain avoid the dart 
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" Nequidquam thalamo graves 
" Hastas, et calami spicula Cnossii 
" Vitabis, strepitumque, et celerem sequi 
" Ajacem ; tamen, heu ! serus adulteros 

" Crines pulvere collines. 



" Non Laertiaden, exitium tuae 
" Grentis, non Pjlium Nestora respicis ? 
" Urguent impavidi te Salaminius 
" Teucer, te Sthenelus sciens 

*' Pugnae ; sive opus est imperitare equis, 
•' Non auriga piger. Merionem quoque 
" Nosces. Ecce furit te reperire atrox 
" Tydides, meKor patre. 



! Quern tu, cervus uti vallis in altera 
1 Visum parte lupum graminis immemor, 
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" That threats your couch, the battle's din, 
" The Cnossian's pointed javelin, 

" And Ajax' swift pursuit ; 
" The day will come, for come it must, 
" When thine adulterous locks in dust 

'< Though late shalt thou pollute. 

" Look, look behind thee, quick upon 
" Thy track is now Laertes* son, 

" Thy nation's bane ; and see, 
" There's Pylian Nestor, Teucer bold 
" Of Salamis, and close, behold, 

" Soon Sthenelus will be ; 

" Well skill'd is he in warlike deeds, 

" And should there wanting be the steeds, 

" No sluggish charioteer. 
" Merion, thou shalt know him too. 
" Thee is Tydides mad to view, 

" More than his father's peer. 

" As flies the stag, a wolf espied 
" Upon a valley's farther side, 
" Nor longer heeds the glade, 
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" Sublimi fugies mollis anhelitu, 
" Non hoc pollicitus tuae. 



" Iracunda diem proferet Hio, 
" Matronisque Phrygum, classis Achillei. 
" Post certas hyemes uret Achaicus 
" Ignis Pergameas domos." 



CARMEN XVI. 

AD TTNDABIDEN QUEM IAMB1S LfiSERAT. 

O matre pulchra filia pulchrior, 
Quern criminosis cunque voles modum 
Pones Iambis ; sive flamma, 
Sive mari libet Adriano. 
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" Him shalt thou fly in -dastard fear, 
" And breathless, — to thine Helen dear 
" Not such the promise made. 

" Achilles' anger'd fleet shall stay, 
" For a short space, the fatal day 

" To Phrygian dames and Troy ; 
" But after certain winters pass, 
" The Pergamean domes, alas ! 

" Shall Grecian flames destroy." 



ODE XVL 

TO TYNDARIS WHOM HE HAD SATIRISED. 

Daughter, than thy fair mother fairer still, 
End those unjust Iambics as you please ; 

Consign them to the flames, or, if you will, 
Bury them rather in the Adrian seas. 
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Non Dindymene, non adytis quatit 
Mentem sacerdotum incola Pythias, 
Non Liber aeque, non acuta 
Sic geminant Coiybantes aera, 

Tristes ut irae : quas neque Noricus 
Deterret ensis, nee mare naufragum, 
Nee saevus ignis, nee treniendo 
Jupiter ipse ruens tumultu. 

Fertur Prometheus addere principi 
Limo coactus particulam undique 
Desectam, et insani leonis 

Vim stomacho apposuisse nostro. 

Irae Thyesten exitio gravi 
Stravere ; et altis urbibus ultimae 
Stetere causae, cur perirent 
Funditus, imprimeretque muris 

Hostile aratrum exercitus insolens. 
Compesce mentem — me quoque pectoris 
Tentavit in dulci juventa 
Fervor, et hr celeres Iambos 
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Not Dindymene, nor great Pythius, 

The priest-possessing, so the breast confound 

Within their secret shrines, nor Liber thus, 
Nor do the Corybantes so rebound 

Their cymbals' brazen clang, as anger dire : 
Anger which Noric swords cannot restrain, 

Nor the shipwrecking sea, nor awful fire, 
Nor Jove's self downward thundering amain. 

'Tis said, Prometheus was compell'd to mix 
With the primeval clay some separate part 

From every animal, and chanc'd to fix 
The lion's fury in the human heart. 

Anger o'erwhelm'd with its destructive blow 
Thyestes, and the final cause has been 

Of loftiest cities' total overthrow ; 
And hence exulting troops the ploughshare keen 

Have driven o'er their walls. Compose your mind — 
Me also tempted in youth's pleasant time 

Resentment's glow, and drove, with fury blind, 
To the sharp measures of Iambic rhyme. 
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Misit furentem. Nunc ego mitibus 
Mutare quaero tristia ; dum mihi 
Fias recantatis arnica 

Opprobriis, animumque reddas. 



CARMEN XVH. 

AD TTNDAEIDEN. 



Vblox amo3num saepe Lucretilem 
Mutat Lycaeo Faunus, et igneam 
Defendit aestatem capellis 

Usque meis, pluviosque ventos. 



Impune tutum per nemus arbutos 
Quaarunt latentes et thyma deviae 
Olentis uxores mariti : 
Nee virides metuunt colubras, 
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But now I fain would substitute for taunt 
Kind sentiments ; so you again approve 

(Now that my foolish satire I recant) 

Me as your friend, and give me back your love. 



ODE xvn. 

TO TYNDARIS. 

O'er sweet Lucretilis to range, 
Oft does the nimble Faunus change 

Lycaeum's hilly seat : 
And, ever to my she- goats kind, 
Guards them alike from pluvial wind, 

And summer's fiery heat. 

Securely now, throughout the grove, 
The wives of the rank husband rove, 

Hither and thither seen, 
Seeking the thyme, no danger nigh, 
Or strawberries that hidden lie : 

None fear the serpents green, 
f 2 
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Nec Martiales haeduleae lupos ; 
Utcunque dulci, Tyndari, fistula 
Valles et Usticae cubantis 
Laevia personuere saxa. 



Di me tuentur : Dis pietas mea 
Et musa cordi est. Hie tibi copia 
Manabit ad plenum benigno 
Ruris honorum opulenta cornu. 



Hie in reducta valle Caniculae 
Vitabis sestus, et fide Tela 
Dices laborantes in uno 

Penelopen, vitreamque Circen. 

Hie innocentis pocula Lesbii 
Duces sub umbra ; nec Semeleius 
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The kids no wolf of Mars assails ; 
Whene'er, my Tyndaris, the vales, 

And rocks all even-worn 
Of slope Ustica, with the sound 
Of his harmonious pipe rebound, 

On floating echoes borne. 

The Gods, the Gods do me protect : 
The Gods my piety respect, 

And glory in my hymn. 
Here Plenty her rich horn shall fill 
For thee with rural honours, till 

It overflow the brim. 

Here, in this winding vale's retreat, 
Shalt thou avoid the dogstar's heat, 

And on thy Teian shell 
Of the two fair who strove to be 
One object's love, Penelope, 

And dazzling Circe, tell. 

Here shalt thou quaff, without control, 
The unintoxicating bowl 

Of Lesbian 'neath the shade ; 
f 3 
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Cum Marte confundet Thyoneus 
Proelia : nee metues protervum 

Suspecta Cyrum, ne male dispari 
Incontinentes injiciat manus, 
Et scindat haerentem coronam 
Crinibus, immeritamque vestem. 



CARMEN XVDX 



AD VARUM. 



Nullam, Vare, sacra vite priiis severis arborem, 
Circa mite solum Tiburis et moenia Catili. 

Siccis omnia nam dura Deus proposuit ; neque 
Mordaces aliter diffugiunt sollicitudines. 
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Nor Semeleian Thyon here 
With Mars contending shalt thou fear : 
Nor be the least afraid 

Lest Cyrus, in a jealous whim, 
Rudely on thee, no match for him, 

His wanton hands should press ; 
And snatch from out thy braided hair 
The flowery coronal, or tear 

Thy unoffending dress. 



ODE XVHL 



TO VAKUS. 



No tree, my Varus, on the ground 
Of fertile Tiber plant, or round 
The walls of Catilus entwine, 
In preference to the sacred vine. 

For see, the God all things ordains 
Should come awry to sober brains ; 
And by no other method may 
Corroding cares be chas'd away. 
f 4 
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Quis post vina gravem militiam aut pauperiem 

crepat ? 
Quis non te potius, Bacche pater, teque, decens 

Venus ? 
At ne quis modici transiliat munera Liberi, 
Centaurea monet cum Lapithis rixa super mero 
Debellata ; monet Sithoniis non levis Evius, 
Cum fas atque nefas exiguo fine libidinum 
Discernunt avidi. 

Non ego te, candide Bassareu, 
Invitum quatiam, nee variis obsita frondibus 
Sub divum rapiam. 

Saeva tene cum Berecynthio 
Cornu tympana, quae subsequitur caecus Amor sui, 
Et tollens vacuum plus nimio Gloria verticem, 
Arcanique Fides prodiga, perlucidior vitro. 
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Who, after wine, of warfare's pains 
Or pinching poverty complains ? 
Who does not rather, Venus sweet, 
And thee, O father Bacchus, greet ? 
But lest any should o'erpass 
The gifts of modest Liber's glass, 
The Lapithae and Centaurs' brawl, 
Fought o'er the wine-cup, warns us all ; 
Warns us too Evius, in his ire 
To the Sithonians most dire, 
Who, greedy in their lust, but slight 
Distinction make 'twixt wrong and right. 

O candid Bassareus, I ne'er 
Unwilling thee to shake will dare, 
Or drag thy mysteries to light 
By varied foliage hid from sight. 

Peace to your grating cymbals, peace, — 
Your Berecynthian cornets cease, — 
Which blind Self-love, and Glory vain 
Holding too high her empty brain, 
And Faith betraying all she knows, 
As glass transparent, follow close. 
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CARMEN XIX. 

AD GLYCERAM. 

Mater saeva Cupidinum, 

Thebanaeque jubet me Semeles puer, 
Et lasciva Licentia, 

Finitis animum reddere amoribus. 

Urit me Glycerae nitor, 

Splendentis Pario marmore puriiis ; 
Urit grata protervitas, 

Et vultus nimium lubricus aspici. 

In me tota ruens Yenus 

Cyprum deseruit ; nee patitur Scythas, 
Et versis animosum equis 

Parthum dicere, nee quae nihil attinent. 
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ODE XIX. 

TO GLTCEBA. 

The Cupids' mother, cruel one, 
And Theban Semele's wild son, 

And join'd with these 

Lascivious Ease, 
Bid me give Up my mind once more 
To loves I thought had long been o'er. 

Fires me my Glycera's form of light, 
Than Parian marble far more bright ; 

Fires me no less 

Her wantonness, 
So coyly pleasing, and her look 
Too dazzling for the eye to brook. 

On me all Venus rushing quits 
Her Cyprus ; nor a strain permits 

Of Scythian deeds, 

Or fiery Medes, 
Who, fighting on their coursers, fly ; 
Or aught to love does not apply. 
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Hie vivum mihi cespitem, hie 
Verbenas, pueri, ponite, thuraque, 

Bimi cum patera meri ; 

Mactata veniet lenior hostia. 



CARMEN XX. 

AD MJECENATEM. 

Vile potabis modicis Sabinum 
Cantharis, Graeca quod ego ipse testa 
Conditum levi, datus in theatro 

Cum tibi plausus, 

Care Maecenas eques ; ut paterni 
Fluminis ripae, simul et jocosa 
Redderet laudes tibi Vaticani 
Montis imago. 
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Here a live turf and vervain bring ; 
Here, boys, around the incense fling, 

And from the store 

Full goblets pour 
Of two-year*old ; a victim slain, 
The maid may chance relent again. 



ODE XX. 

TO MAECENAS. 

Vile Sabine wine shall only be, 
Dear knight Maecenas, quaff'd by thee 

In modest goblets here ; 
In Grecian cask 'twas stor'd away, 
SeaTd by myself, the very day 

When in the theatre 

So loudly did thy plaudits sound ; 

That e'en the banks themselves that bound 

Thine own paternal stream, 
And echo, as in sport it ran, 
Resounded from Mount Vatican 

The laudatory theme. 
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Caecubum, et praelo domitam Caleno 
Tu bibes uvam : mea nee Falernae 
Temperant vites, neque Formiani 
Pocula colles. 



CAEMEN XXI. 

IN DIANAM ET APOLLINEM. 

Dianam tenerae dicite virgines ; 
Intonsum, pueri, dicite Cynthium ; 
Latonamque supremo 
Dilectam penitus Jovi. 

Yos laetam fluviis, et nemorum coma, 
Quaecunque aut gelido prominet Algido, 
Nigris aut Erymanthi 
Silvis, aut viridis Cragi : 
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Old Caecuban, or nothing less 

Than grapes from the Calenian press, 

I know you drink at home : 
But neither with Falernian vines, 
Nor Formia's costly mountain-wines, 
My cups attempered foam. 



ODE XXI. 



TO DIANA AND APOLLO. 



Ye tender virgins, Dian sing ; 

Ye boys, make unshorn Cynthius your theme ; 
And glory to Latona bring, 

So passionately lov'd by Jove supreme. 

Ye maids, sing her who streamlets loves, 

And the dense woods that are projecting seen 

From cooling Algidus, or groves 

Of gloomy Erymanth, or Cragus green : 



8Q HORATII CAKMINA. lib. : 

Vos Tempe totidem tollite laudibus, 
Natalemque, mares, Delon Apollinis ; 
Insignemque pharetra 

Fraternaque humerum lyra. 

Hie bellum lacrymosum, hie miseram famem, 
Pestemque, a populo et principe Caesare, in 
Persas atque Britannos 
Vestra motus aget prece. 



CARMEN XXIL 

AD ARISTIUM FUSCUBff. 

Integer vitas, scelerisque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis, nee arcu, 
Nee venenatis gravida sagittis, 

Fusee, pharetra. 

Sive per Syrtes iter aestuosas, 
Sive facturus per inhospitalem 
Caucasum, vel quae loca fabulosus 
Lambit Hjdaspes. 
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Tempe, ye boys, and Delos bright, 
Apollo's birthplace, laud with equal quire ; 

And celebrate his shoulder 'dight 

With his own quiver, and his brother's lyre. 

He, by your prayers at length o'ercome, 
Shall to the Persians and the Britons, far 

From princely Caesar and from Eome, 

Sad famine drive, and plague, and mournful war. 



ode xxn. 

TO ARISTIUS FUSCUS. 

The man, my Fuscus, who hath been 
Of blameless life, and pure from sin, 
No Moorish bow or javelin needs, 
Or quiver fill'd with poison'd reeds. 

Whether his course about to press . 
O'er Caucasus, all shelterless, 
The sultry Syrtes, or the shore 
Fabled Hydaspes washes o'er, 
o 
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Namque me silva lupus in Sabina, 
Dum meam canto Lalagen, et ultra 
Terminum curis vagor expeditus, 
Fugit inermem. 

Quale portentum neque militaris 
Daunia in latis alit esculetis ; 
Nee Jubae tellus generat, leonum 
Arida nutrix. 

Pone me pigris ubi nulla campis 
Arbor aestiva recreatur aura ; 
Quod latus mundi nebulas malusque 
Jupiter urguet : 

Pone sub curru nimium propinqui 
Solis, in terra domibus negata ; 
Dulce ridentem Lalagen amabo, 

Dulce loquentem. 
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For as I stray'd in careless mood, 
Beyond my bounds, in Sabine wood, 
Singing my Lalage, alarm'd 
A wolf fled from me, though unarm'd. 

A monster, such as ne'er was bred 
In warlike Daunia's woods outspread ; 
Nor e'er in Juba's land of thirst, 
That arid lion-rearer, nurst. 

Place me in barren deserts where 
No tree is' fann'd by summer air ; 
On that side of the world, where pest 
And noxious atmospheres infest ; 

Place me 'neath Sol's too neighbouring car, 
In regions where no dwellings are ; 
Still Lalage Fll love the while, 
With her sweet voice, and her sweet smile. 



g 2 
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CARMEN XXin. 

AD CHLOEN. 

Vitas hinnuleo me similis, Cliloe, 
Quaerenti pavidam montibus aviis 
Matrem, non sine vano 
Aurarum et siliiae metu. 



Nam sen mobilibus veris inhorruit 
Adventus foliis, seu virides rubum 
Dimovere lacertae, 
Et corde et genibus tremit. 

Atqui non ego te, tigris ut aspera, 
GraBtulusve leo, frangere persequor ; 
Tandem desine matrem 
Xempestiva sequi viro. 
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ode xxin. 

TO CHLOE. 

You fly me, Chloe, as in haste 

A fawn flies o'er the mountain waste 

Its timid dam to find ; 
Not without a causeless fear 
Of all around, each thicket near, 

Each whisper of the wind. 

For the trembling of her breast, 
And her shaking knees attest 

How great is her dismay ; 
Should lizards green but stir the brake, 
Or new-arriving spring awake 

With leafy rush the spray. 

But I do not thy steps pursue, 
As a tigress wild would do, 

In pieces thee to tear ; 
No Getulian lion I, 
At length then from thy mother fly, 

Of fitting age to pair. 
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CARMEN XXIV. 

AD VIRGILIUM. 

Quis desiderio sit pudor aut modus 
Tain cari capitis ? Praecipe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene, cui liquidam pater 
Vocem cum cithara dedit. 



Ergo Quinctilium perpetuus sopor 
Urguet ? cui Pudor, et Justitias soror, 
Incorrupta Fides, nudaque Veritas, 

Quando ullum inveniet parem ? 

Multis ille bonis flebilis occidit ; 
Nulli flebilior, quam tibi, Virgili ; 
Tu frustra pius, heu ! non ita creditum 
Poscis Quinctilium Deos. 
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ODE XXIV. 

TO VIRGIL ON THE DEATH OP QUINCTILIUS. 

Oh ! where can any bound be set, 
Or any shame, to our regret 

For such a dearly loved one ; 
Melpomene, to whom thy sire 
Hath giv'n the melting voice and lyre, 

Precede me in grief's lowly tone. 

And does then a perpetual sleep 
Quinctilius in bondage keep ? 

Oh, when, alas ! shall Modesty, 
And Justice' sister, Faith sincere, 
And Truth without disguise or fear, 

Ever to him an equal see ? 

By many good bewept, he's gone ; 
But, of them all, bewept by none 

More than by thee, my Virgil dear ! 
Pious, alas ! you ask in vain 
Quinctilius of the Gods again, 

On terms like these not lent us here. 
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Quod si Threi'cio blandius Orpheo 
Auditam moderere arboribus fidem ; 
Non vanae redeat sanguis imagini, 
Quam virga semel horrida, 



Non lenis precibus fata recludere, 
Nigro compulerit Mercurius gregi. 
Durum ! Sed levius fit patientia, 

Quidquid corrigere est nefas. 



CARMEN XXV. 

AD LYDIAM. 

Parcius junctas quatiunt fenestras 
Ictibus crebris juvenes protervi, 
Nee tibi somnos adimunt ; amatque 
Janua limen, 
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What, though you could more sweetly move 
The lyre that charm'd the listening grove, 

Awoke by Thracian Orpheus' hand 5 
You never could the life blood more 
Back to the shadowy form restore, 

Which once with his terrific wand, 

Stern Mercury, not oft o'ercome 
By prayer to change the fatal doom, 

Has to the sable flock convey'd. 
'Tis hard indeed ! yet still, my friend, 
What all our efforts cannot mend, 

By patience may be lighter made. 



ODE XXV. 

TO LYDIA. 



The wanton youths more rarely make 
With frequent knocks your casement shake, 
Nor take away so oft your sleep ; 
Close to the lintel loves to keep 
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Quae priiis multum facilis movebat 
Cardines. Audis minus et minus jam, 
" Me tuo longas pereunte noctes, 

" Lydia, dormis ! " 
Invicem mcechos anus arrogantes 
Flebis in solo levis angiportu; 
Thracio bacchante magis sub inter- 

lunia vento : 
Cum tibi flagrans amor, et libido, 
Quae solet matres furiare equorum, 
Saeviet circa jecur ulcerosum ; 

Non sine questu, 
Laeta quod pubes hedera virenti 
Gaudeat, pulla magis atque mjrto ; 
Aridas frondes Hyemis sodali 

Dedicet Hebro. 
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The very door-post, which of old 
On much too easy hinges rolTd. 

Already less and less you hear, 
" Canst thou still, my Lydia dear, 
" Slumber on, while I, your own, 
" Perish the livelong night alone !" 

An old hag now, shall you in turn 
The insolence of gallants mourn, 
Passing the narrow alley by, 
Where, shunn'd by all, alone you lie ; 
While Thracian winds are raging keen 
The changes of the moon between : 
When that lust, and hot desire, 
That horses' dams is wont to fire, 
Shall round your ulcer'd liver reign ; 
While querulously you complain, 
That gamesome youth more gladly mark 
The ivy green and myrtle dark ; 
And to Hebrus, winter's mate, 
The leaves all sapless dedicate. 
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CARMEN XXVL 



AD MUSAM. 



Musis amicus, tristitiam et metus 
Tradam protervis in mare Creticum 
Portare ventis : 



quis sub Arcto 
Rex gelidse metuatur orae, 
Quid Tiridatem terreat, unice 
Securus. 
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ODE XXVI. 



TO HIS MUSE. 



BeloVd by the Muses, 

All sorrow and care 
My bosom unlooses 

And flings in the air ; 
To the winds' wanton motion 

I cast them astray, 
To be borne on the ocean 

Of Crete far away : 

I am utterly careless 

What king on the coast 
'Neath the Arctic, all cheerless, 

Is dreaded the most ; 
Free and happy my state is, 

No terrors I see, 
What frights Tiridates 

Is nothing to me. 
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O quae fontibus integris 
Gaudes, apricos necte flores, 
Necte meo Lamise coronam, 
Pimplea dulcis. 



Nil sine te mei 
Prosunt honores. Hunc fidibus novis, 
Hunc Lesbio sacrare plectro, 
Teque tuasque decet sorores. 



CARMEN XXVL 

ALITER REDDITUM. 

Musis amicus, tristitiam et metus 
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Oh ! thou who delightest, 

Pimplea, sweet Muse, 
In fountains the brightest 

That Nymphs ever use. 
Together confine me 

The sunny flowers now, 
A chaplet entwine me 

For Lamia's brow. 

Without thee, to praise him 

'Twere vain to aspire ; 
But immortal to raise him 

With Lesbian lyre ; 
To exalt him to heaven 

With strains new and free, 
Is a service well given 

Thy sisters and thee. 



ODE XXVI 

RETRANSLATED. 

By the Muses lov'd, I cast 
Fear and sorrow to the blast ; 
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Tradam protervis in .mare Creticum 
Portare ventis : 

quis sub Arcto 
Rex gelidse metuatur orae, 
Quid Tiridatem terreat, unice 
Securus. 

quae fontibus integris 
Gaudes, apricos necte flores, 
Necte meo Lamiae coronam, 
Pimplea dulcis. 

Nil sine te mei 
Prosunt honores. Hunc fidibus novis, 
Hunc Lesbio sacrare plectro, 
Teque tuasque decet sorores. 



CARMEN XXVIL 

AD SODALES. 

Natis in usum laetitiae scyphis 
Pugnare, Thracum est ; tollite barbarum 
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On its wanton wings to be 
Wafted to the Cretan sea. 

Who's the monarch dreaded most 
'Neath the frozen Arctic coast, 
What may Tiridates fright, 
Is to me indifferent quite. 

Sweet Pimplea, maiden wont 
To joy thee in the purest font, 
Weave me flowers that sunniest blow, 
Weave them for my Lamia's brow. 

Wanting thee, my praise were vain ; 
With Lesbian lyre and newest strain, 
To render Lamia's name divine, 
'Tis thy sister's part, and thine. 



ode xxvn. 

TO HIS COMPANIONS. 

In your cups, that were made for delight, 
To quarrel, is Thracian quite ; 
With the barbarous custom away — 

H 
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Morem, verecundumque Bacchum 
Sanguineis prohibete rbris. 

Vino et lucernis Medus acinaces 
Immane quantum discrepat ! Impium 
Lenite clamorem, sodales, 
Et cubito remanete presso. 

Yultis severi me quoque sumere 
Partem Falerni ? Dicat Opuntis 
Frater Megillae, quo beatus 
Vulnere, qua pereat sagitta. 

Cessat voluntas ? Non alia bibam 
Mercede. Quae te cunque domat Venus, 
Non erubescendis adurit 
Ignibus, ingenuoque semper 

Amore peccas. Quidquid habes, age, 
Depone tutis auribus — Ah ! miser, 
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And protect modest Bacchus to-night 
From every bloody affray. 

How ill with the tapers and wine 
Does the Median sabre combine ! 

At once, my companions, restrain 
This impious noise, and recline 

Each one on bent elbow again. 

This heady Falerne must I share ? 
In return let the brother of fair 

Megilla from Opus impart, 
With what wound he is languishing there, 

And whence comes the soul-killing dart. 

Will he not ? then to drink I refuse — 
What Venus soever subdues 

Ne'er burns you with blushes of shame ; 
And whenever a mistress you choose, 

Yours is always a generous flame. 

Come, whoever she be, tell it here, 
You may safely confide in my ear — 

h 2 
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Quanta laboras in Charybdi ! 
Digne, puer, meliore flamma. 

Quae saga, quis te solvere Thessalis 
Magus venenis, quis poterit Deus ? 
Vix illigatum te triformi 
Pegasus expediet Chimaera. 



CARMEN XXVHL 



ABCHYTAS. 



Te maris et terrae numeroque carentis arenas 
Mensorem cohibent, Archyta, 

Pulveris exigui prope littus parva Matinum 
Munera ; nee quidquam tibi prodest 

Aerias tentasse domos, animoque rotundum 
Percurrisse polum, morituro I 



ode xxvm. ODES OP HORACE. 101 

Ah ! — in what a Charybdis, poor boy, 
You are struggling vainly, I fear, 
Who a happier love should enjoy. 

What witch, what magician can thee, 
With Thessalian sorceries, free ? 

What God ? To unloose thee again, 
Scarce Pegasus equal would be, 

From this triple Chimaera's sad chain. 



ODE XXVIII. 



ABCHTTAS. 



The scanted present of a little sand 

Detains thee now on the Matinian shore, 
Thee, who its countless grains, and sea and land, 

Archytas, hath so often measur'd o'er. 
Oh, what avails it thee to have explor'd 

With lofty mind the regions of the sky ! 
Oh, what avails it now that thou hast soar'd 

Around the pole, since thou wert born to die ! 
h 3 
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Occidit et Pelopis genitor, conviva Deorum ; 

Tithonusque remotus in auras, 
Et Jovis arcanis Minos admissus ; habentque 

Tartara Panthoiden, iterum Oreo 
Demissum ; quamvis, clypeo Trojana refixo 

Tempora testatus, nihil ultra 
Nervos atque cutem Morti concesserat atrae ; 

Judice te, non sordidus auctor 
Naturae verique. Sed omnes una manet nox, 

Et calcanda semel via lethi. 

Dant alios Furiae torvo spectacula Marti ; 

Exitio est avidum mare nautis : 
Mista senum ac juvenum densantur f unera ; nullum 

Saeva caput Proserpina fugit. 
Me quoque devexi rapidus comes Orionis 

Elyricis Notus obruit undis : 
At tu, nauta, vagae ne parce malignus arenas 

Ossibus et capiti inhumato 
Particulam dare. Sic, quodcunque minabitur Eurus 

Fluctibus Hesperiis, Venusinae 
Plectantur silvae, te sospite ; multaque merces, 
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Thus Pelops' father fell, the Godhead's guest ; 

Thus was Tithonus lifted to the skies, 
And Minos, of Jove's secret thoughts possest ; 

And e'en Pantho'ides in Orcus lies, 
Again to dark Tartarean regions brought ; 

Although, with shield reclaim'd, he witness bore 
Of Trojan times, and proVd that he had nought 

But skin and nerves to grim Death yielded o'er. 
And he of truth and nature, you must own, 

Is no contemptible authority. 
But the same night awaiteth every one, 

And once the path of death must trodden be. 
To Mars' stern sport the Furies some have vow'd ; 

The greedy sea to sailors is a snare : 
Old men and young the mingled funerals crowd ; 

No head does Proserpine relentless spare. 
When sets Orion, his tempestuous mate, 

The south wind, whelm'd me in Elyria's wave ; 
But do not thou, O sailor, obdurate, 

Grudge my unburied head and bones a grave 
Of some few grains of sand : so, whatsoe'er 

The east wind threaten the Hesperian main, 
Let it the Venusinian forests tear, 

Thou shalt be safe ; and much and well-earn'd 

gain 
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Unde potest, tibi defluat aequo 
Ab Jove, Neptunoque sacri custode Tarenti. 

Negligis immeriti8 nocituram 
Postmodo te natis fraudem committere forsan ; 

Debita jura vicesque superb® 
Te maneant ipsum : precibus non linquar inultis ; 

Teque piacula nulla resolvent. 
Quanquam festinas, non est mora longa ; licebit 

Injecto ter pulvere curras. 



CARMEN XXIX. 

AD ICCIUM. 

Icci, beatis nunc Arabum invides 
Gazis, et acrem militiam paras 
Non ante devictis Sabaeae 
Regibus, horribilique Medo 
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From every point thy charity shall crown ; 

Or from requiting Jove, or Neptune great, 
The guardian of Tarentum's sacred town. 

But should you chance unheeding perpetrate 
A crime, which on your sad posterity, 

Though undeserving, may hereafter fall ; 
Just retribution shall await on thee, 

And like contemptuous returns from all : 
With fruitless prayers not unaveng'd 111 stay ; 

No expiation shall for thee atone. 
Whate'er thy haste (not long is the delay) 

Thrice sprinkle me with dust, and then begone. 



ODE XXIX. 

TO ICCIUS. 

Iccius, now, with a longing eye, 

You are gazing on opulent Araby ; 

Are planning with vigour the warfare rude 

Against Saba's kings, yet unsubdu'd, 

And already are forging fetters grim 

For the terrible Mede, ere you conquer him. 
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Nectis catenas. Quae tibi virginum, 
Sponso necato, barbara serviet ? 
Puer quis ex aula capillis 
Ad cyathum statuetur unctis, 
Doctus sagittas tendere Sericas 
Arcu paterno ? Quis neget arduis 
Pronos relabi posse rivos 

Montibus, et Tiberim reverti ? 
Cum tu coemptos undique nobiles 
Libros Panaeti, Socraticam et domum 
Mutare loricis Iberis, 
Pollicitus meliora, tendis. 



CARMEN XXX. 

AD VENEREM. 

O Venus, regina Cnidi Paphique, 
Sperne dilectam Cypron, et vocantis 
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Say, what barbarian virgin you'll have, 

When you've slain her betroth'd, to attend as your 

slave? 
What boy from the court, with his perfum'd hair, 
To stand at your side and the goblet bear ? 
Skill'd with the bow of his father to send 
The Serican arrow ? Who now will contend 
Headlong rivers may not to their mountain source 
Flow back, and the Tiber revert in its course ? 
Since, what you have sought from all quarters to buy, 
The noble PanaBtian library, 
And all Socrates' school, you a purpose reveal 
To exchange for Iberia's corslet of steel, 
And this, my young friend, at the moment too, 
We had promise of better things from you. 



ODE XXX. 

TO VENUS. 



Cnidos', Paphos' queen, awhile 
Leave thy Cyprus' darling isle ; 
And, oh ! Venus, hither deign 
Pass thee -to this modest fane, 
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Thure te multo Grlycerae decoram 
Transfer in aedem. 

Fervidus tecum Puer, et solutis 
Gratiae zonis, properentque Nymph®, 
Et parum comis sine te Juventas, 
Mercuriusque. 



CARMEN XXXI. 

AD APOLLINEM. 

Quid dedicatum poscit Apollinem 
Vates ? Quid orat, de patera novum 
Fundens liquorem ? Non opimas 
Sardiniae segetes feracis ; 
Non aestuosae grata Calabriae 
Armenta ; non aurum, aut ebur Indicum ; 
Non rura, quae Liris quieta 
Mordet aqua taciturnus amnis. 
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Where with frankincense profuse 
Grlycera thy presence woos. 

Bring with thee thine amorous Son, 
And them too of the loosen'd zone, 
The Graces bring, and in thy throng 
Haste the modest Nymphs along ; 
With gentle Youth that, lacking thee, 
Can little please, and Mercury. 



ODE XXXI. 

THE POET'S PRATER TO APOLLO. 

At Apollo's sacred fane 

What seeks the poet to obtain, 

As from his votive cup he pours 

The new-made wine, what boon implores ? 

Not rich Sardinia's fertile grain, 
Nor hot Calabria's goodly train 
Of fatten'd kine ; not gold he heeds, 
Nor Indian ivory, nor meads 
Which Liris' rivulet serene, 
With silent current, eats between. 
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Premant Calena falce, quibus dedit 
Fortuna, vitem : dives et aureis 
Mercator exsiccet culullis 
Vina Syra reparata merce : 
Dis earns ipsis : quippe ter et quater 
Anno revisens aequor Atlanticum 
Impune. Me pascunt olivae, 
Me cichorea, levesque malvse. 
Frui paratis et valido mihi, 
Latoe, dones, et, precor, integra 
Cum mente ; nee turpem senectam 
Degere, nee cithara earentem. 



CARMEN XXXH. 



AD LTRAM. 



Poscimijr. Si quid vacui sub umbr& 
Lusimus tecum, quod et hunc in annum 
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Let them on whom good fortune shines 
Prune with Calenian hook their vines ; 
From cups of gold rich merchants drain 
The wines their Syrian ventures gain. 
These to the Gods themselves are dear ! 
Who, thrice or oftener every year, 
Can visit the Atlantic main, 
Returning safely back again. 

Me olives feed ; me succory 
And tender mallows satisfy. 
What now I have, Latona's boy, 
Do thou permit me to enjoy ; 
And let there be, I pray, combin'd 
A healthy frame and healthy mind : 
Nor let me an old age prolong, 
Unhonour'd or unblest by song. 



ODE xxxn. 

TO HIS LYRE. 



We are ask'd for a song. Oh ! if ever with thee, 
While idling, my lyre, 'neath the green shady tree, 
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Vivat, et plures ; age, die Latinum, 
Barbite, carmen, 

Lesbio primum modulate civi ; 
Qui ferox bello, tamen inter anna, 
Sive jactatam religarat udo 

Littore navem ; 

Liberum, et Musas, Veneremque, et illi 
Semper haBrentem Puerum canebat, 
Et Lycum nigris oculis nigroque 
Crine decorum. 

O decus Phoebi, et dapibus supremi 
Grata testudo Jovis, o laborum 
Dulce lenimen, mini cunque salve 
Rite vocanti. 



CARMEN XXXTTT. 

AD ALBIUM TIBULLUM. 

Albi, ne doleas plus nimio, memor 
Lnmitis Glycerae ; neu miserabiles 
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Any birth to a strain we have happen'd to give, 
Which perchance for this year and for many may 

live, 
With a sweet Latin ode, come assist me, my shell, 
First tun'd by the townsman of Lesbos so well, 
Who, fierce though in war, yet amid battle's roar, 
Or his toss'd bark made fast to the watery shore, 
Of Liber, the Muses, and Venus would sing, 
And the Boy to her side ever loving to cling ; 
Would sing too of Lycus belov'd by the fair, 
For his dark piercing eyes, and his raven-black 

hair. 
O glory of Phoebus ! O welcom'd above ! 
Dearest shell, at the feasts of omnipotent Jove ; 
Thou sweetest assuager of trouble, whene'er 
I duly invoke thee, attend to my prayer ! 



ODE XXXIH. 

TO ALBIUS TIBULLUS. 

Oh ! take not on, my Albius, so, 
Thinking of Glycera unkind ; 

Nor chant such elegies of woe, 

Because, to faith oft plighted blind, 
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Decantes elegos, cur tibi junior 
Laesa praeniteat fide. 

Insignem tenui fronte Lycorida 
Cyri torret amor ; Cyrus in asperam 
Declinat Pholoen ; sed prius Appulis 
Jungentur capreae lupis, 

Quam turpi Pholoe peccet adultero. 
Sic visum Veneri ; cui placet impares 
Formas atque animos sub juga ahenea 
Saevo mittere cum joco. 



Ipsum me melior cum peteret Venus, 
Grata detinuit compede Myrtale 
Libertina, fretis acrior Adriae 

Curvantis Calabros sinus. 



ode xxxm. ODES OF HORACE. 115 

Another and a younger brow 

Shines brighter in her eyes than thou. 

Fam'd for her forehead low and clear, 
For Cyrus young Lycoris burns ; 

The while away her Cyrus dear 
After ungentle Pholoe turns ; 

But sooner shall Apulia's race 

Of wolves with she-goats join embrace, 

Than Pholoe a sin commit 

With such a base adulterer. 
Thus seems it unto Venus fit ; 

Who forms and minds dissimilar 
Is ever pleas'd, in cruel joke, 
To bend beneath her brazen yoke. 

E'en me the slave-born Myrtale 
In her bewitching chain could stay, 

Though fiercer she than Adria's sea 
That curves Calabria's gulfy bay, 

Just when a maid more fitting strove 

To win me to a nobler love. 



i 2 
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CARMEN XXXIV. 



AD SEIPSUM. 



Parous Deorum cultor et infrequens, 
Insanientis dum sapientise 

Consultus erro : nunc retrorsum 
Vela dare, atque iterare cursus 
Cogor relictos. 



Namque Diespiter 
Igni corusco nubila dividens 
Plerumque, per purum tonantes 
Egit equos volucremque currum ; 
Quo bruta tellus, et vaga flumina, 
Quo Styx, et invisi horrida Taenari* 
Sedes, Atlanteusque finis 
Concutitur. 
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ODE XXXIV. 

TO HIMSELF. 

Unfrequent was I, and remiss, 
In worshipping the deities, 
While in the sophists' erring way 
I went professedly astray : 
But now I am compell'd perforce 

To set my sails aback once more, 
And follow in the very course 

I foolishly forsook before. 



For late, the Father of the day, 

Wont to dispart with forked ray 

The clouds, along the clear above 

His thundering steeds and swift car drove ; 

At which brute earth, the wandering streams, 

At which dark Styx, the dread domain 
Of hateful Taenarus, and th* extremes 

Of Atlas' boundaries shake again. 
i 3 
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Valet ima summis 
Mutare, et insignem attenuat Deus, 
Obscura promens. Hinc apicem rapax 
Fortuna cum stridore acuto 
Sustulit, hie posuisse gaudet. 



CARMEN XXXV. 

AD FORTUNAM. 

O Diva, gratum quae regis Antium, 
Praesens vel imo tollere de gradu 
Mortale corpus, vel superbos 
Vertere funeribus triumpbos. 

Te pauper ambit sollicita prece 
Ruris colonus : te dominam aequoris, 
Quicunque Bitbyna lacessit 
Carpatbium pelagus carina. 

Te Dacus asper, te profugi Scythae, 
Urbesque, gentesque, et Latium ferox, 
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The Deity can change the state 

Of the lowly to the great ; 

Can the loftiest debase, 

The meanest raising in his place. 

While Fortune, with a whizzing noise, 

Rapaciously from this one now 
Snatches the diadem ; and joys 

To place it on another's brow. 



ODE XXXV. 

TO FORTUNE. 

Oh ! Goddess, presiding o'er Antium fair, 
Ever ready to raise from the depths of despair 
Our mortal estate, or proud triumphs again 
At will to convert to a funeral train. 

The poor husbandman thee with solicitous vows 
For aid importunes ; and each sailor that ploughs 
With Bithynian keel the Carpathian sea, 
As queen of the ocean, calls ever on thee. 

Thee the Scythians wild, thee the Dacian rude, 
Cities, nations, and Latium warlike in mood, 
i 4 
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Regumque matres barbarorum, et 
Purpurei metuunt tyranni. 

Injurioso ne pede proruas 
Stantem columnam ; neu populus frequens 
Ad anna cessantes, ad anna 
Concitet, imperiumque frangat. 

Te semper anteit saeva Necessitas, 
Clavos trabales et cuneos manu 
Gestans ahena : nee severus 

Uncus abest, liquidumque plumbum. 

Te Spes, et albo rara Fides colit 
Velata panno, nee comitem abnegat, 
Utcunque mutata potentes 
Veste domos inimica linquis. 

At vulgus infidum, et meretrix retro 
Perjura cedit ; diffugiunt cadis 
Cum faece siccatis amici, 
Ferre jugum pariter dolosi. 
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Thee mothers of royal barbarians fear, 
And purple-clad tyrants in terror revere. 

Yon firm-standing column, Oh ! spurn not I pray, 

With injurious foot. Let no popular fray 

The peaceful arouse with " To arms ! " now, " To 

arms!" 
And the empire dismember with civil alarms. 

Stern Necessity ever before thee appears, 

And huge wedges and spikes in her brazen hand 

bears 5 
Nor wanting is there, with its torments so dread, 
The flesh-riving hook, and the liquified lead. 

Thee reverence Hope, and Fidelity rare, 

Rob'd in white, nor denies her companionship there, 

Whene'er in hostility, changing thy vest, 

From the domes of the mighty thou vanishest. 

But the crowd of the faithless, the harlot forsworn, 
Fall away ; and the friends, that a part should have 

borne 
Of our sorrows, all treacherous slink from the task, 
As soon as they 've drain'd the last dregs from the 

cask. 
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Serves iturum Caesarem in ultimos 
Obis Britannos, et juvenum recens 
Examen, Eois timendum 
Partibus, Oceanoque rubro. 

Eheu ! cicatricum et sceleris pudet, 
Fratrumque — Quid nos dura refugimus 
JEtas ? quid intactum nefasti 
Liquimus ? Unde manum juventus 

Metu Deorum continuit ? quibus 
Pepercit aris ? O utinam nova 
Incude diffingas retusum in 
Massagetas Arabasque ferrum. 



CABMEN XXXVI. 

AD NUMIDAM. 

Et thure et fidibus juvat 
Placare, et vituli sanguine debito, 
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Oh ! preserve thou our Caesar, whose sail is unfurl'd 
'Gainst the Britons, remotest of men in the world ! 
Save our new -levied youth, to be dreaded in war, 
In the land of the East, and the Bed Sea afar ! 

Oh! it shames me to think of the scars, and the 

guilt, 
The blood of our brothers by brothers' hand spilt — 
From what, harden'd age, have our bosoms recoil'd? 
Oh ! what has impiety left us unsoil'd ? 

From what have the hands of our youth been re- 

strain'd, 
Throughfearof the Gods? from what altars refrain'd ? 
'Gainst the Arabs, I pray, and Massagetan hordes, 
Bather forge on the anvil our now blunted swords. 



ODE XXXVI. 

A WELCOME TO NUMIDA. 

'Tis fitting now, in joyous mood, 
With frankincense and melodies, 

And a young heifer's votive blood, 
To the blest Gods to sacrifice ; 
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Custodes Numidae Deos ; 

Qui nunc, Hesperia sospes ab ultima, 
Cans multa sodalibus, 

Nulli plura tamen dividit oscula, 
Quam dulci Lamias ; memor 

Actae non alio rege puertiae, 
Mutataeque simul togae. 



Cressa ne careat pulchra dies nota ; 
Neu promptae modus amphorae, 

Neu morem in Salium sit requies pedum : 
Neu multi Damalis meri 

Bassum Threicia vincat amystide ; 
Neu desint epulis rosae, 

Neu vivax apium, neu breve lilium. 



ode xxxvi. ODES OF HORACE. 125 

And gladly, for their guardian care 
Of Numida, atone with prayer ; 
Who, from the shore of furthest Spain 
In safety now return'd again, 
Imparts his liberal kisses round 
To his lov'd companions all, 
But by far the most are found 

To his dear Lamia to fall ; 
Mindful of their childhood spent 
Beneath the self-same government, 
And of the boyish gown, which they 
Chang'd for the toga on the self-same day. 

Let not this day, so brightly fair, 

Without a Cretan mark pass by ; 
The ready wine-jar do not spare, 

And Salian-like the dances ply. 
And let not Damalis, the lass 
So mighty in the brimming glass, 
The victory o'er Bassus gain, 
When match'd the Thracian bowl to drain. 
Let roses not be wanting there 

Our festal banqueting to grace, 
And with the long-livtt parsley bear 

The lily's quickly fading race. 
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Omnes in Damalin putres 

Deponent oculos : nee Damalis novo 
Divelletur adultero, 

Lascivis hederis ambitiosior. 



CARMEN XXXVn. 

AD SODALES. 

Nunc est bibendum, nunc pede libero 
Pulsanda tellus, nunc Saliaribus 
Ornare pulvinar Deorum 

Tempus erat dapibus, sodales. 

Antehac nefas depromere Caecubum 
Cellis avitis, dum Capitolio 
Regina dementes ruinas 
Funus et imperio parabat, 
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Fix'd all their gloating eyes will be 
On Damalis, but fonder she 
Than clinging ivy, from the heart 
Of her new love will not be torn apart. 



ODE xxxvn. 



TO HIS COMPANIONS. 



Now let us drink, now let us beat 

The ground, my friends, with lightsome feet, 

At length has beam'd the morn, 
On which, with Salian luxuries, 
The couches of the Deities 

We vow'd us to adorn. 

It had been impious before, 
From out our old ancestral store 

The Caecuban to draw ; 
While 'gainst the Capitol and state 
The queen her mad attacks of late 

We meditating saw. 
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Contaminato cum grege turpium 
Morbo virorum, quidlibet impotens 
Sperare, fortunaque dulci 
Ebria. Sed minuit furorem 



Vix una sospes navis ab ignibus : 
Mentemque lymphatam Mareotico 
Redegit in veros timores 
Caesar, ab Italia volantem 



Remis adurgens ; accipiter velut 
Molles columbas, aut leporem citus 
Venator in campis nivalis 
iEmoniae : daret ut catenis 



Fatale monstrum ; quae generosius 
Perire quaerens, nee muliebrit^r 
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Attended by a herd she came 
Of tainted men, in filthy shame 

And vile excesses sunk : 
And weak was she to hope for aught, 
With the intoxicating draught 

Of cloying fortune drunk. 

But, scarce a single ship at last 
Sav'd from the flames, diminish'd fast 

Her rage, till then untir'd : 
And Caesar her ambitious soul, 
Drench'd in the Mareotic bowl, 

With real fears inspir'd. 

As timid doves the falcons chase, 
Or hares the nimble hunters trace 

O'er iEmon's snowy waste ; 
So with quick oars did he pursue 
This fatal monster, as she flew 

From Italy in haste, 

To drag her back in chains ; but she, 
Seeking to die more gloriously, 
Nor with her sex's fear 
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Expavit ensem, nee latentes 
Classe cita reparavit oras. 

Ausa et jacentem visere regiam 
Vultu sereno, fortis et asperas 
Tractare serpentes, ut atrum 
Corpore combiberet venenum. 

Deliberate morte ferocior ; 
Saevis Liburnis scilicet invidens 
Privata deduci superbo 

Non humilis mulier triumpho. 
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Effeminately shunn'd the steel ; 
Nor car'd she on her swiftest keel 
For hidden coasts to steer. 

She dar'd to view, all undismay'd, 
Her palaces in ashes laid, 

And courage had to strain 
The venom'd asp against her breast, 
That thus the deadly poison best 

Might search her every vein. 

Resolv'd on death she grew more bold ; 
A woman this, so haughty-souFd, 

She shudder'd with disdain, 
To be, a private captive, torn 
By rough Liburnians, to adorn 

The triumph's scornful train. 
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CARMEN XXXVHI. 

AD PUERUM. 

Persicos odi, puer, apparatus : 
Displicent nexae philyra coronas ; 
Mitte sectari, rosa quo locorum 
Sera moretur. 

Simplici myrto nihil allabores 
Sedulus euro : neque te ministrum 
Dedecet niyrtus, neque me sub arcta 
Vite bibentem. 



CARMEN XXXVHI, 

ALITER REDDITUM. 



Persicos odi, puer, apparatus ; 
Displicent nexae philyra coronae : 
Mitte sectari, rosa quo locorum 
Sera moretur. 
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ODE xxxvni. 

TO HIS BOY. 

Boy, I loathe the Persian state ; 
Chaplets linden-wove I hate : 
What place the roses linger late 

Thy further search decline. 

Simple let the myrtle be, 

I beg ; the myrtle neither thee 

Attending unbecomes, nor me 

Quaffing beneath the vine. 



ode xxxvm. 

ANOTHER TRANSLATION. 

Boy, I hate the vain parade 
At the Persians' banquet made ; 
Coronals displease me, twin'd 
With the linden's pliant rind : 
Give over searching where the rose, 
Lingering the latest, blows. 
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